2$2                        ISLAND OF BALI

On our first night in Bali, strolling on the outskirts of Den
Pasar, we heard again the same syncopated, persistent beat of
drums and gongs we had heard in the morning. Following the
sound, we came upon a great crowd watching a show, and after
a good deal of pushing, we managed to make our way to the
front rows. There were the dancers of the morning, but it was
the d/anger for the Balinese. Instead of tourists comfortably
seated on folding chairs, the nude torsos of a great mob of eager
people pressed us on all sides until we could not move a hand
and were nearly suffocated by the constant blast of human
breath, overpowered with heat and the heavy perfumes that
emanated from the dense crowd. Children climbed on walls
and trees or crawled over our feet, trying desperately to see
something. Instead of the " traditional" costume worn for
tourists, the girls wore tight chiffon blouses, their flower crowns
framing their heavily powdered faces. The boys were dressed
in European shirts, neckties, shorts, golf socks, and football
shoes. Over their shoulders they wore a sort of chasuble of black
velvet with appliques of gold braid, spangles, and epaulets of
gold fringe. They had red flowers on their bare heads and in-
congruous false moustaches on their chalky faces. Only the
dance master wore the usual theatrical costume of brocade, but
with an added shirt and bow tie. Like the others he wore a huge
moustache.

We never discovered the purpose behind the absurd costume;
perhaps it was only fun, perhaps to caricature Europeans. But
the insanity of the costume was surpassed by that of the per-
formance: to the serpentine melody of a bamboo flute and the
syncopated beat of drums and gongs, the girls sang nonsensical
songs about flowers, rice cakes, and so forth, many words with-
out meaning, simply to create rhythm; " djange - djange -
djangerere . . ." while their hands flew, the flowers on their
head shook, and their eyes snapped in unison with their necks.
The boys, the feet/at, swayed and shook, shouting: " Ketjakke-
tjakketjak - tjak! tjipo - oh/ tjipo - oh! a-ha-aha!" much in the